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and shawls. The landscape was bleak and barren; black bushes
among gray rocks, pine-trees and cedars, made a Norway of our
North Africa, and an icy wind swept across the high-plateau;
but the sun was doing his duty by beginning to dispel the slaty
early morning clouds, and seemed to promise more genial rays
farther on. We scarcely came out of our shells before arriving
at El-Kantara towards noon: the rugged and cheerless arid
mountains invited no enthusiasm; the Arabs we met on the
way were travellers; they were muffled in their burnooses, and
walked fast to keep warm. I remember no villages worthy of
note, and one dreary stretch of plain after another unfoldecl
itself before us. But what a change, physically and morally, was
soon to come over us! El-Kantara, the Bridge, or as Fromentin
calls it, the Golden Gate of the Sahara, was to amply justify this
poetic and truthful comparison. The heavy clouds hanging
about the northern flank of. the ragged band of limestone rock,
whose high and serrated edges cut -sharply against the sky,
seemed to stop short and grumble as if actually forbidden to
cross the frontier of the Golden Gate. A sudden turn at the
bottom of the hill, and there we were in a paradise of warmth
and beauty, like full-fledged butterflies from frozen cocoons.

We turned our backs on Alpine scenery and temperature,
and plunged into tropical vegetation. Almond, orange, and
lime trees were clustered round the welcome hotel where we
were to breakfast; tut a sensation that overcame even our hun-
ger was the pleasure .of stretching our shaken frames, so long
cramped in a narrow carriage and on slippery leather cushions.
We took a run in the glowing sunlight, and had a glimpse of
the sea of palm-trees, which made a dark-green mass so grateful
to the eye, surrounded as the oasis was by the rocky desert
quivering with heat ' The fifteen thousand date-palms are the
wealth of El-Kantara village, and the crop, I believe, never fails.